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PEACE. 


He Shepherd T hyr/is fitting by a Stream, 
W hich with ſoft murmurs glidedthro the Plain, 


Call'd ſage Menalcas from his Flocks, which graz'd 
On the green banks of the delicious brook, 
And ſpeaking, thus perſwaded him to ſing, 
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-4 on the PEACE. 

7 byr. Have you not heard, Menalcas, that our Prince 
Has {heath'd his Sword, and giv?n the Nations Peace? 
That we ſhall now no more with trembling meer, 


To know it Ceſar has e{capt the Foe, 

When fighting for the freedom of the world, 
In kclds oft Blood amidſt a thouſand Deaths, 
He us d to combat with Contending. Kings, 
For Empire and inſulted Monarchs rights. 


Have you not heard, Menalcas, that his arms ? 
Victorious {till when-ever he appear'd, 
Have forc'd the Realms which long oppos'd his might, 
To ſuc for Pcace, and beg him to be Calm : 


Why then fo long before you take your Pipe ? 
And in the notes which you of Phebus Icarnt, 
Makc the Woods eccho with his praiſe. Begin, 
Fxtcnd thy Voice, and Ict the air be {till : 
Sikence ye W inds, rhat nothing may be heard, 
Thro all'the Forcſts, but the Vietors name, 

| Menal. 
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Men, The Winds arc filent and the Air is till, 
And every Ear cxpe&s the: Victors natne, 
But who, oh Thyrfer,- can attempt the Song ? 
Which, like his deeds, is worthy of a God. 
Then why hall I, who have of Phebus learnc 
To ſing, prefume to venture on a Theme 
So much aboyc my notcs, fo fit for his. 
Yet 'tis but juſt that we who, ſhall enjoy 
The beſt, the fweateft bleflings of the Peace, 
Should pay to him who gayc us this repoſe, 
The gratcful cributc of our Praiſe: To him 
Who, mighty as he is, will not refuſe 
To hear our Songs, the homage of the Plains. 


Sing,Shepherds ſing,let every Muſe be heard, 
Ceſar returns, and in his ſmiles we ſec 
His Mercy is triumphant orc his Rage. 
Ceſar and Peace returns, to make us bleſt. 
Peace, the fair tavourite Daughter of the Skys, 7 
B joy 4 
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joy ofthe Earth; fand mother of delights; F 


» 


Deſccnds irom: Heaven, - anditerror difappears/' (3! © 


'cace to the: feartul Parents gives their Son, 


* | 
And the yeung Bridegroom to; the. longing Bride + 
i' hc Labourer now;gocs gladly:co his Toyl, - | 
And dreads,no {orcign-hand:to ipoylthe Crop: ; 


Which nc hs ſowng and. quickly hopesro reap. of 

Our Muſick and 0ugÞdports will be reſtar?d;; oY i 
Thc Swains-willhow no:morciafflicbouriShades »11 1 | 
With {ighs,and: Plaiats, ;bur fill 'emall-with;Songs, © 
With Hymas-of Fays.for Ceſar bringsus/Pcace. 27: * 
Our Virgins gow-will quit the. Sacred Groves, © i | 


V/ here 4zejfipure vows were {till addreſtto Heaven, ' * 
For him who fav'd their Innocence from wrong, \* 
# 


to mct;ag Herotand adorn his way 

With Myitles, Roies,: and our rural ſweets... 

Ev'n thoſc whe from our Hills we ott have (cen 
Skud by our Rocks, 'and tempt the dangerous Shoar, 
To agh With privacy! their witht tor Port, 
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onthe PEACE. 
And fave their "Treafures from the Pyrat's luſt ; 
Will n6w;" as we remember they hayc done, 


Lect their gay Streamers wanton in the Wind, 


' And fearleſs of the Robbers warchtul Eye, 
| Sail providly by rhe Coaſts they latcly ſhunn'd. 


n 
f 
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Peace (Hines abroad: But'fay again, O Muſe, 
Say ifth6v/ cant in i ſublimmer note, | 
What Power hasfore'd het now to viſit Earth; 
What God, propitiousto our Vows, has hurYd 

The meagre Rout bf Diſcord to the Deep: 

Naſſau ! his peoples Darling and their Pride, 

The Wonder and Delight of alf Mankind, | 
Has ſhcath'd his Sword, 'and giv'n the Nations Peace. 


His FEriemies, ' for {ach there are on Earth, 
W ho hate the Verthc which they can't excel, 
Grew angry at his Glory, and oppos'd, 
With impious Arms, the Juſtice he requir'd : 
But ſoon forgot their boaſts,and pray d him tobe friends; 
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He heard their Pray'rs, and laid his Thunder by, 
Too loud for ſuch as had provokd his wrath ; + 
Forgave their infolence, and calld'em friends. 
Naſſau ! to whom the Maſters of the World 
Come-from their diſtant Empires to behold... 

The Valour which has long employ'd the mouths : 
Of Pam. and vecn the. wonder of their.,Courts, 


Has ſheagird his, Sword, and given the Nations Peace, 


b iTi;© 2261 : Y\; HO 5D RT 


Naſſau /. whe: loves the rigours of. a Camp, TS 


Who imilgs-2t Danger when his Glory calls ; 
VVho then tag oft forgets he is ar Man, . 

'Tg,dq the Miacles fo, like, a God,.../, | \.1 +, 
That none could think him leſs, but by their fears ; 
And fears were necdlcls,. it the Deaths-he meets 
VVoud always fly his Preſence like his focs. 


\\'aſſas { - whoſe Caungils wiſe as they are. bold, 
Make himgs tergible in Corrs as Camps ; 


a. And 
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And now are buſy'd for the Worlds repole; 
Has ſhcath'd his Sword, and giva the Nations Peace. 


Sing, Shepherds 1ing, Ict every Mule repeat 
Naſſau, and at his name let every Soul be glad : 
Oh Thyr/is, how will the malignant rout 
Who with vile pleaſure ſaid a thouſand things 
Injurious to the name we ſing ? Behold 
The Hero come in Pcace, and fee him throng'd 
With allthe pymp of Loyalty and Love, 
Their Breaſts muſt burſt with Envy, and thcir Eycs 
Glarc with the balcful malice of their hearts; 
Or elſe perhaps with counterfcited zeal, 
For none more ready to diſſemble Loyc. 
They'll wait upon his Chariot and unite 
'Their ſhouts, withſuchasble(s him from their Souls, 
But ſure their Crys will be diſtinguiſht ſoon, 
Theſe Sons of Diſcord quickly be percciv'd, 
Their hollow notes diſcover what they think ; 

C And 
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And Cx/ar's goodneſs only make 'em. ſafe. 
Oh, may that goodneſs ſwecten their deſpair, 
Leſt madly they attempt again on things 

Too black to think on in this hour of Joy, 

V Vhen Cz/ar lives, returns and reigns in Peace. 
Long may he reign, and triumph o're his Focs, 
Be always bleſt wich Victory or Peace ; 

May his years rowl as pleaſant and as long 

As this clear Stream continues in its'courlſe, 
Long may he reign and triumph o'rc his Foes, 
And may his Life be laſting as his Fame. 


Thus ſung Menalcas, T hyrfis ſitting by, 
Who felt a portion of the heavenly fire, 
W hich warm'dthe Shepherds breaſt,&& made him ſing, 
In notes which ſeem too lofty for the woods, 
And yet too humble tor the wondrous Theme. 
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